THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

year 1800, I fancy. He had a small
peony in his button-hole, and last, but not
least, patent - leather boots stitched with
white and covered with three rows of pearl
buttons. He carried a light cane, sur-
mounted by the head and shoulders of a
depraved-looking female in oxidized silver
as a handle. He showed this to me with
great pride, and really it was a marvellous
machine, for when you pressed the top of
her head attar of roses came out of her
mouth and nose, and if you were anywhere
near you were covered with that pungent
liquid. It was very difficult to avoid laughing
at this curious get-up, and when he had
safely embarked on a long overture from
* William Tell/ I disappeared for a few minutes
to give vent to my amusement. He was
quite a character, and always afforded me a
weekly surprise, as he seldom appeared in
the same clothes twice running, and his
wardrobe seemed as endless as it was select.
Being able to have the band when we